
Ring. Art thou indeed?; 

Tir. Proue me my gracious foueraigne, 

King. Darft thou refolue tokill a friend of mine? 

TV. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
King. Why there thou haft it two deepe enemies, 

Foes, to my reft, and my fweet fleepes difturbs, 

Are they that I would haue thee dealc vpons 
Tirrel y I meane thofe baftards in the tow'er. 

Tir. Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 

And foone ile rid you from the feare of them. 

Kin. Thou fingft fweet muficke. Come hither 
Go by that token .rile and lend thine care. He vcbijpczs in his 
Tis no more but fo,fay is itdone, t m. 

And I will louc thee and prefer thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my graciousdord. 
if<»^.Shall we hcare fromthec Tirr el, crc we fleep \Sn.Bnc, 
Ttr. Yefhallmy Lord. 

Bhc, My lord, I haue confidcredin my mind, - 
The late demaund that you did {bund me in. 

King. Well, let that pafle,Porfct is fled toRichmoncb 
Buc, I hcare that newes my lord. 

King. Stanley hcis.your wiues fonnes. Wei looketo it.,. 
Bhc. My lord, I claimc your gift,my due by promifc, 
For which your honor and your faith is pa wnd. 

The Earledome ofHerford and the moueables, 

The which your promifed I ftiould poflefle. 

King. Stanley looketo your wife ,if (he conuey , . 

Letters to Richmond you (hall anfwere it. 

Bhc. What faies your highnelle to my iuft demand? 
Ring. As I remember, Henrie the fixt 
Didprophccic that Richmond Ihould be king, 

When Richmond was a little. peeuilh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me,l being by .that I Ihould kill him* 

Buck. My lord.your pronufcFor the Earledome. 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtcfie {hewed me the Caftle, 
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And called it Rugc-mounc,at which name Iftartcd, 
Becaufea Bard of Ireland tolde me once 
I ihould not liue long after I law Richmond. 

Buc. My lord. , 

King, I,what$aclockc? 

Buc. Iam thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Ofwhatyoupromifdme. 

King,. Well, but whats a clocke? 

/tor. Vpon the ftroke often. 

King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Buc. Why let it ftrike? 

King. Becaufe that like alacke thou keepeft die ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Buc. Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 

Ki.T ut,tut ,thou trouble ft me, lam not in the vain. Exit, 

Buck, I s it eucn fo,rewards he my true fcruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made 1 him'kingfor this? 

O let me thinke on Haftings, and begone 
T o Brecnock while my fearcfull head is on. Exit', 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

Ttr. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done. 

The mod arch-aft ofpitteouS maffacre. 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom! did fubborne, 

To do this ruthlefle peece of butchcric, 

Although they were flefht villains, bloudie dogs. 

Melting with tendernefle and kind compaffion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad Rories* 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laie thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling on another 
Within their innocent alablafterarmes, 

Their lips foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

Which in their fumraer beautie kift each other, 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my minde. 

But brhe diucl: their the villaine ftopt, 

Whd cft Dighton thus told on we fmothered 


